AMOK

1N March, 1912, when a big mail-boat was unloading at
Naples, there was an accident about which extremely in-
accurate reports appeared in the newspapers. I myself
saw nothing of the affair, for (in common with many of
the passengers), wishing to escape the noise and discom-
fort of coaling, I had gone to spend the evening ashore*
As it happens, however, I am in a position to know what
really occurred, and to explain the cause. So many years
have now elapsed since the incidents about to be related,
that there is no reason why I should not break the silence
I have hitherto maintained.

I had been travelling in the Federated Malay States.
Recalled home by cable on urgent private affairs, I
joined the Wotan at Singapore, and had to put up with
very poor accommodation. My cabin was a hold of a
place squeezed into a corner close to the engine-room,
small, hot, and dark. The fusty, stagnant air reeked of
oil. I had to keep the electric fan running, with the
result that a fetid draught crawled over my face re-
minding me of the fluttering of a crazy bat. From
beneath came the persistent rattle and groans of the
engines, which sounded like a coal-porter tramping and
wheezing as he climbed an unending flight of iron stairs;
from above came the no less persistent tread of feet upon
the promenade deck. As soon as I had had my cabin
baggage properly stowed away, I fled from the place to
the upper deck, where with delight I inhaled deep
breaths of the balmy south wind.